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timere îîot sad enjoyîucîît in t1ins ninsing andI profit,
Lau? For, if we iviii, WC eati leartu frotîn oui- fililures
in the pas?. li we inay bcst livo !in thîe future.
Rleadinîg ftlrtlier:

ý Wiîiloin thon cainest %vith the snîoring inist
Anmd wUhl the cvcîaitig, Cloud(."

Moî-niîî and evcuiiîg, the one joyotis, the otlier
cali and peacefuil, thc anc filled wiUî awakcnling lire
the aLlier witlt the twittering luillaby of birds, the
subdued Iowing of kine aud te blating or sheep;
hotu of tiiesc are objective points aroiund wlîieh
nîcîjiories cluster. WVith the morning corne the
thougalîts ofyesteird-ys 0f past enjoyîuent and past sor-
row. Tlie day passes quicklv aw:îy oîîd, ini the short
spaRce of ttwelve liours, lîow nîtîcli tliere is ta remein-
ber, li mucili wie %vould gladly forge?.; how many
lessons giveli, liov feir tliot arc lcarned. Meniory
now is uînutsuaqlly active, as if' the aspect of cal:n r-
p)ose 'irlieli everythingr wcars only scrvcd ta iwak-en
long forgotten tliouglîts. And tlîus, as a -]eaner ini
the cventiu)2, docs' Tennyisot represemit lier going about
the field of lire gathening licre anîd tliere, and at last

-"witlî the evening Cloud silowcring t1îy gicaned
Wcaith juto, my open br-e.«st."- Thei sun lias set
and in the growing dInrkness, Mcinorv still refuses to,
Slece1 and so ive eau% siy,-

S or 'vas the nàiglit thy siîrond,
lit swçcct dreanis softer iluauî ibrokeni rest,
Thou lcddest by the band thl in fant Hlope."

le Hope the daug-liter of Mcmory? Is ane inse-
parabie froin the otiier? Can tliat wliich relates ta,
thîe future have any coiînection witlî that wlîich nlone
dea-ls witlî thîe past ? Wec muse over long forgotten
events. We tremble coîîccruisig wlîat thec future of
our lives inay brin g. We ciread it and auixioîîsly
peer inta the darkuîess bcyond, ivonderingr what
awaits us. Starm, eloud, darkGess aIl înay be hicîden
bclîind thîe înystic velJ ihicli faits so vcry close ta our
eycs. 'W' know flot and s0 'ive fear. But wlîen WCr
remember tient every experience is almnost the saule,
tliot Wlnt WC liave cxpcriciccd in tuie past Ww'vili
blie ly ogoin t-) experieuîce, <it miy bce intcnsiflcd
or diminislicd buit still the saine,) tlîat, not alone have
clo-afs a'crstiadowcdl is but ever lias the sun burst
tlîraugfi the diî-kcning glooni and! wrappcd lis ini

ligi nn joausess;tho, aisig wthiese tiiouflits
is another, tclling ils t1it s-idness wiill not atone make
ni) aui futures, but that joýy perliaps may tbave pro-
ponderance. Titin feair anîd forebodings give place
ta hlope and, iii anîticipation, WCr enjoy tie future de-
spite thie sliowers it may bring. Hlope is thec daugbter

WVitli a pocL's fhnicy Tennyson addressez Memory
as a wniedriîîg friend and bids lier linsten again ta
his side. À simple picture sile brings ta bis mnd ;
a like pieture, somcwlint vanied in detail, she bringe
ta ai. Iloir plcasintly anîd foîidly 'ive direil upon
these pictures. The old farai and ail the familiar

abjects, the t'village elhurch, the long Street, the 01(1
red sclool-ltouse, oui- playmatcs intent uipoti their
play; ail these are scelles WC canîlot f'orgct, WC would
not if WC conld. And wlhe' WCe are older, yes, old it
niy bc, as the worlul regards age, hiavingr passed
througi .911 the trials or lile-its battles ail fought,
its vicoones w~on, its defcats sustaînied-witlh wlhat
eagcrness we look back- ta our childlîood days wisli-
ing, tit once more a-, boys, we might cnjoy aursel-
ves ili ail the old bauints. And if WC May not ini
rcality, Set !il meinory we SURt ray hiear the shouts of
oui- old sclîoolmates eu)joy-ing, a liaif holiday.

But this is not ait. lu our childlîood aur minds
were like a plastic mass, ready ta receive and retain
impressions; aud thus the sliitest accident accur-
ring fias there been flrmiy fixed, witli far lcss exertion
tlîan is now requircd for us to umaster the easicat les-
son, so that after the intervai of a day or week we
înay eall it ur own. If then tic youthfül part of
our lives is so, susceptible -,o impressions, liow much
more must be the very begyinning: of our conselous
existence. The bobe open.cycd scems with Wonder
to drink ini ail around it, and after the lapse of years,
ail thingys cise forgotten, lîuw frequently do we find
the olci, aId non r-ealliiug distinctly ail his child-
hood experiences, dclighiting to relate soine of' the
first impressions of whichi Le wos cognuizant. Did not
Tennyson say triily?

-Weil lias thou donc great artist 31cniory,
In setting rounid thy firaL cxpwterit,
WVith royal framnc.woik of wrouglît gold."

In tIî, galcry of Uhe mmnd arc huile niany pictures,
noue so bright anîd joyous ns- that, wliich Mcnîory
witli artistic taste now brings before us, bcautifuily
golden, calin ind placid, flowing ivitli sunshine and
rich delight.

Now let us notice ane more thionglît. lu the close
of the pocîn WC Gand the expressio:-

" My friend with tlîcc to live alone,
We're hoir ninc butter titan to own
A crown, a sceptre, and a thronc 1 "

And now thc question arises in aur mind, con n
impression once made upon the mind be cver cntirely
cffhecd? Ovving te sicliness or ans càlamity that be-
falîs mitukimdl, frequently do we sc persons.that bock
ta n, certain p)oint can remember evcryttîing; then
ail was darkncss. But tlîis is awing ta tlîo imper-
fections af aur bodies. And my it flot be, as a
'iriter lias said, vwhen these imperfections are laid
aside tiiot compîcte consciausncss will return ? If so
wibat of that sentiment with wluicb Tennyson closes
this beautiful ode? To the ngcd who live in the pas?.
tiiere is in2 tlîis much of truth. Memory is a fiiend
tlîat miever Icaves us; and even, if there alLen retura
the tiiouglits af -vraîýgs and suffenings indureci, per-
lîaps inflicted, yet slic now itl this is a truc fricnd,
disciosing ta, us aur faults as weil as our virtues. The
spring, the suminer, the autuSn, the wintcr, bning


